CHAPTER XVIII

For walk where we will, we tread upon some stoiy.

CICERO.

HILDA NEALE knew what was happening, because
she had always made knowledge her particular
business. She knew quite well now that Doreen
was in love with Peter, and given the opportunity
that love would prove big enough for them to go
away together. She knew also that Charles was
blind to what was going on.

He believed in his wife, and it needed some-
thing greater ttan Hilda Neale to shake that
influence.

For a whole week she thought about it, knowing
that time was pressing, knowing that now there
were merely a few days before Peter sailed again
for India.

When Hilda had first come here to Clifton and
had seen Charles for the first time, she had known
that he was the one man that she could care for.
Her life had been shorn of happiness, so that she
put a high price upon joy. She had hoped that
he would in rime grow to love her. Men care for
those who pander to their creature comforts, and
she saw that his home was well run, that his food
was good, and of the kind that he liked.

There had been a time when she had flattered
herself that he was slowly growing fond of her.
She understood him. She knew him far better
than the silly child he had brought back from that
convent But the silly child had the attractions
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